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Dream On 


Author's Notes: 
Woot! Came up with this thanks to a dream | had last night. Don't ask x) 


Another night of restlessness was in stall for Niklas. He was rolling around in bed in his miserable attempts to 
get some shut eye. He did manage to get carried away for a while, but reality slapped him in the face by 
waking him up again. 


"All | need is some fucking sleep," he hissed angrily through his tightly clenched teeth as he kicked off the 
duvet. He couldn't be bothered to turn on the lights as he blindly dug through his mountains of medicine in 
search of what he called "the sleep fairy" because the sound of it reminded him of the tooth fairy. Finally, his 
fingers felt the familiar surface of the bottle. Little did he know that this was no fucking "sleep fairy". It was 
just another medicine that happened to have the same container as the "sleep fairy’. What he had in his hands 
were some sort of sedative pills known for often bringing up slight hallucinations or similar side effects. 


Nothing too extreme, but still enough to bring Niklas a little more of a wonderland than he wished for. 


The tortured man threw himself on the bed and pulled the covers over his body. He exhaled deeply, waiting for 


Hypnos to finally grant him his sleep. He had taken one too many pills, because he wanted to be taken out like a 
fucking sick animal. A big one. His blue eyes stared into the weak light which was crawling in from the window. 
His vision slowly started getting blurrier and blurrier until it faded to black. 


A white room. White walls, white ceiling, white floor, white everything. There was nothing but a window to bring 
the sunshine in the room and a white double bed. Niklas looked around as if in a daze. He fell even deeper under 
the spell when he approached the bed. There was somebody sleeping in it. He knelt on the white sheets and 
studied the face of the sleeping human being. It was a man. His body was hidden halfway under the covers, 
while his torso was exposed and naked. It was a beautiful torso. It revealed a skinny body structure, but it was 
nicely shaped, with the slightest bit of muscle here and there. Upon the beautiful collarbones of the man 
shined a thin silver chain. His neck was long and you could see veins here and there. The jaw line seemed strong 
and manly. The lips were perfectly full, pink and a captive bead ring piercing was gracing the lower lip. The 
eyelashes and eyebrows were blond, close to white and the light coming from the window revealed their golden 
tint. The man's long blond silky hair couldn't have a better contrast with the white pillow and sheets as it was 
messily spread around. Analyzing the perfect facial features of the sleeping man, who was facing the window, 


Niklas gasped as if he was looking down on an angel. 


"Christian," he whispered in surprise, but the whisper was all the sleeping man needed to be snapped out of his 
sleep. He opened his eyes and his pupils contracted as the light shone upon them. He quickly closed them to get 
rid of the unpleasant feeling and turned his head to the other side. When he opened his eyes, he was surprised 
to find Niklas lying beside him. Niklas was also surprised to find himself lying down, since he hadn't caught 
himself doing it. 


"Oh, look who's here," Christian smirked lazily and rubbed his eyes. 


"Christian." Niklas whispered again, more to his own mind than to Chris himself, since he was still trying to 
process what was going on. Why was he lying in bed with Christian? What was going on? He didn’t know. All he 
knew was that looking at him lying around so lazily and listening to him breathing so calmly was doing 


unexplainable things to him. 


"Yes, that happens to be my name," the blond man chuckled silently as he ran a hand through his long hair, not 
suspecting anything. Niklas traced his movement with his eyes and he caught himself wishing to grab that 
blond hair of his and pull it. Pull it fucking hard. What was happening to the bassist? Why was he behaving so 
strangely? The sound in his voice made him seem almost..playful Why was Niklas himself behaving so 
strangely? Why did he have these absurd thoughts lurking in his head? The singer's eyes traced down to 
Christian's pink lips that were so puffy from the sleep. He couldn't help but only think of kissing them. And 
that he did. He leaned in closer to the blond man's face, his lips and hands quivering as if he was a drug addict. 
Oh wait..he was one indeed. Only that this time he felt high on fucking Christian. But Christian didn't tremble. He 
didn't protest, he didn't punch him in the teeth, he only kept lying there..smiing Niklas slowly pushed his tongue 
in the other man's mouth and he didn't meet any resistance. He moaned. What a bliss that was! He slowly 
twisted his tongue around Christian's and the young man moaned softly into the kiss. The singer couldn't 
contain himself anymore. He buried one hand in the long, blond hair, taking a good handful, while the other he 
wrapped gently around the bassist's beautiful neck, where it didn't stay for a long time. The kiss kept going on 


and on, soft, slow, passionate. Niklas’ hand traveled down. His fingers brushed against the collarbones, then 
against the small nipples, down the stomach, until they reached their final destination. His hand gently wrapped 
around Christian's morning erection and he broke the kiss. 


"Come on, you know how it's done," Christian whispered seductively and a smile bloomed on his pink lips. Niklas’ 
hand moved up and down slowly. Again, up and down slowly. Christian closed his eyes and hissed through his 
teeth, the sound was followed by a deep moan The moment another soft moan escaped the bassist's lips, 
everything slowly turned to black. Niklas sharply opened his eyes, just to discover that he was lying in his own 
bed, in his own room. He looked around. The dawn was blooming outside, the life was awakening for another day. 
However, the only living soul in his room was..him..and the occasional bug here and there. He was all covered in 
a thin layer of sweat, his breathing was heavy and his eyes looked around hungrily. Christian wasn't here. It 
was a dream. Only a dream. That would explain why Christian was so ready and willing, why he didn't struggle, 


but quite the opposite, and why he didn't break Niklas’ nose when he leaned in for a kiss. 


Niklas found himself surprisingly disappointed that this was only a dream and he wasn't actually lying in bed 
with Christian He sat up and took his head in his hands, looking down confusedly. 


"Motherfucking Christian!" he suddenly snapped as he screamed angrily and threw an empty bottle, which was 
resting on his nightstand, to the wall 


"Can you feel a Iittle love 


Dream on, dream on' - Depeche Mode, "Dream On" 


